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India. Alas, it can never be that: it is too bold, too
straight, too uncompromising. No, it is the puce
bougainvillaea, twining and wreathing itself in its
helpless fawning way, which I find exactly typical
of India.
Bearer came running up and told me, very
excitedly, some story of a snake at College and E.
having sent down for the sweepers- I was very
much worried, but decided that nothing dreadful
could have happened or I should have heard. I
almost went up to College myself to see what it was
all about, but I felt it would be unsuitable to plunge
into an excited melee of professors and college
servants, and just then two cards arrived from
College, one from E. on which he'd scribbled,
"Have no time now to deal with Mr. Hebrun.
Please keep him to lunch. 1*11 try not to be late."
The other card bore the name lELlihu P. Hebrun. It
sounded very Biblical and I thought I scented a
missionary, but anyway Mr. H. had to be enter-
tained.
He was a very strange old man, white-bearded
and vague, but full of energy. He plunged at once
into an explanation of his reason for coming to
India. I think I can quote his words pretty well:
"What is the reason/* he asked, "of all this com-
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